50            THE TALE  OF  BEOWULF

In his fen-hold had laid down the last of his life,

His soul of the heathen, and hell gat hold on him.

Thence back again far'd they those fellows of old,

With many a young one, from their wayfaring

merry,
Full proud from the mere-side on mares there

a-riding
The warriors on white steeds.    There then was

of Beowulf

Set forth the might mighty; oft quoth it a many
That nor northward nor southward beside the

twin sea-floods,

Over all the huge earth's face now never another,
Never under the heaven's breadth, was there a

better,                                                             860

Nor of wielders of war-shields a worthier of king-
ship;
But neither their friendly lord blam'd they one

whit,

Hrothgar the glad, for good of kings was he.
There whiles the warriors far-famed let leap
Their fair fallow horses and fare into flyting
Where unto them the earth-ways for fair-fashion'd

seemed,
Through their choiceness well kenned; and whiles

a king's thane,
A warrior vaunt-laden, of lays grown bemindful,